THE 


HISTORY. OF T H E 


The holy blisfull martyr for to feke, 

1 hat them hath holpin, whan that they were ieke. 

Befell that in that fefon on a day 
In Southwerk at the Tabberd as I lay, 

Redy to wendin on my pilgrimage 
To Canterbury, with devote corage. 

At night wer come into that hoftery 
Wele nine and twenty in a cumpany 
Of fundrie folk, by aventure yfall 
In felafhip ; and pilgrimes wer they all j 
That toward Canterbury wouldin ride. 

The chambers and the ftablis werin wide. 

And well we werin efid at the beft: : 

And fhortly whan the funne was to reft. 

So had I fpokin with them everych one. 

That I was of ther felafhip anone ; 

And made forward erli for to rife, 

To take our weye, ther as I did devife. 

But nathlefs while that I have time and fpace, 

Er’ that 1 farther in this tale pace, 

Methinkith it accordaunt to refon. 

To tell you alle the condition 
Of ech of them, fo as it femid me, 

And which they werin, and of what degree, 

And eke in what array that they wer in : 

And at a knight then woll I firft begin. 

The Knight. 

A knight ther was, and that a worthy man. 
That fro the time that he firft began 
To ridin out, he lovid Chevalrie, 

Trouth and honour, fredome and curtefy 4 
Pull worthy was he in his lord’is werre, 

And thereto had he riddin nane more ferre 
As well in Chriftendom, as in Hethnefs ; 

And evyr honoured for his worthinefs. 

At Aleflandre’ he was whan it was won $ 

Full oft timis he had the bord begon 
Abovin alle naciouns in Pruce ; 

In Lettow had he riddin, and in Luce* 

No Chriften-man fo oft of his degree 
In Granada *, in the fege had he be 
Of Algezir, and ridd in Belmary ; 

At Leyis was he, and at Sataly, 

Wha n that they wer won ; and in the grete fee 
At many’a noble army had he be : 

At mortal battails had he ben fiftene, 

And foughtin for our feith at Tramefene, 

In liftis thrys, and alwey flein his fo. 

This ilke worthy knight had ben alfo 
Sometimis with the lord of Palathy, 

Ayens anothir hethin in Turky ; 

And evirmore he had a fov’rane prize ; 

And though that he was worthy, he was wile ; 

And of his port as meke as is a maid. 

He nevir yet no villany ne faid 
In all his life unto no manner wight : 

He was a very parfit gentil knight. 

But for to tellin you of his array. 

His hors wer good •, but he was nothing gay. 

Of fuftian he werid a gipon, 

Alle befmottrid with his haburgeon. 

P'or he was late ycome from his viage. 

And wente for to do his pilgrimage. 

The House of FAME. 

The Firft Boke. 

O W herkin, as I have you faied, 

What that I mette or I abraied, 

Of December the tenith daie, 

When it was night, to flepe I laie, 

Right as I was wonte for to doen, 

And fill aflepe wondir fone. 

As he that was werie forgo 
On pilgrimage milis two 
To the corps of faindt Leonarde, 

To makin lithe that erft was harde. 

But as me flept me mette I was 
Within a temple’ imade of glas, 


In whiche there werin mo images 
Of golde, ftandyng in fondrie ftages, 
Sette in mo riche tabirnacles. 

And with perre mo pinnacles. 

And mo curious portraituris, 

And queint manir pf figuris 
Of golde worke, then I fawe evir. 

But certainly I n’ift nevir 
Where that it was, but well will I 
It was of Venus redily 
This temple, for in purtreiture 
I fawe anone right her figure 
Nakid yfletyng in a fe. 

And all'o on her hedde parde 
Her rofy garland white and redde, 

And her combe for to kembe her hedde, 
Her dovis, and Dan Cupido 
Her blinde lonne, and Vulcano, 

That in his face ywas full broune. 

But as I romid up and doune, 

I founde that on the wall there was 
Thus writtin on a table’ of bras. . 

I woll now fyng, if that I can. 

The armis, and alfo the man. 

That firft came through his deftine 
Fugitife fro Troye the countre 
Into Itaile, with full moche pine. 

Unto the ftrondis of Lavine, 

And tho began the ftorie’ anone. 

As I fhall tellin you echone. 

Firft fawe I the diftruccion 
Of Troie, thorough the Greke Sinon, 
With his falfe untrue fbrfwerynges, 

And with his chere and his lefynges. 
That made a horfe, brought into Troye, 
By whiche Trojans lofte all ther joye. 

And aftir this was graved, alas ! 

Plow Ilions caftill afiailed was. 

And won, and kyng Priamus (lain. 

And Polites his fonne certain, 

Difpitoufly of Dan Pyrrhus. 

And next that fawe I howe Venus, 
When that fhe fawe the caftill brende, 
Doune from hevin flie gan difcende. 

And bade her fonne iEneas fie. 

And how he fled, and how that he 
Efcapid was from all the pres. 

And toke his fathre’, old Anchifes, 

And bare hym on his backe awaie. 
Crying alas and wel awaie ! 

1 he whiche Anchifes in his hande. 

Bare tho the goddis of the lande 
I mene thilke that unbrennid were. 

Then fawe I next that all in fere 
How Creufa, Dan .Eneas wife, 

Whom that he lovid all his life. 

And her yong fonne clepid Julo, 

And eke Afcanius alfo, 

Heddin eke, with full drerie chere. 

That it was pite for to here. 

And in a foreft as thei went 
How at a tournyng of a went 
Creufa was ilofte, alas ! 

That rede not I, how that it was 
How he her fought, and how her ghofte 
Bad hym to flie the Grekis hofte. 

And faied he muft into Itaile, 

As was his deftinie, fauns fade, 

Uiat it was pitie for to here, 

C\ hen that her fpirite gan appere, 
i he wordis that (he to hym faied. 

And tor to kepe her fonne hym praied. 

f here lawe I gravin eke how he 
PIis fathir eke, and his meine. 

With his fhippis began to fade 
i oward the countrey of Itaile, 

A.s ftreight as ere thei mightin go. 

1 here fawe I eke the, cruill Juno, 

Hku art Dan Jupiter his wife, 

I hat haft ihatid all thy life 


Mercilefs 
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Mercilefe all the Trojan blode, 

Rennin and crie as thou were wode 
On JEolus, the god of windes, 

To blowin out of alle kindes 
So loude, that he (hould ydrenche 
Lorde, and ladie, and grome, and wenche 
Of all the Trojanis nacion,. 

Without any’ of ther favacion. 

There fawe I foche tempeit ariie. 

That every herte might agrife 
To fe it paintid on the wall. . 

There fawe I eke gravin withau, 

Venus, how ye, my ladie dere, 

Ywepyng with full wofull chere 
Yprayid Jupiter on hie. 

To fave and kepin that navie 
Of that dere Trojan TEneas, 

Sithins that he your fonne ywas. 

Gode counfaile of Chaucer. 

T?LIE f r0 the prefe and dwell with fothfaftnefle, 

•T Suffife unto thy gode though it be fmall. 

For horde hath hate, and climbyng tikilnefie, 

Prece hath envie, and wele it brent oer all. 

Savour no more then the behovin fhall. 

Rede well thy felf, that othir folke canft rede. 
And trouthe the (hall delivir it ’is no drede. 

Paine the not eche crokid to redrefie. 

In truft of her that tournith as a balle, 

Grete reft ftandith in litil bufmefie, 

Beware alfo to fpurne again a nalle, 

Strive not as doith a crocke with a walle, 

Demith thy felf that demift othir’s dede, 

And trouthe the fhall deliver it ’is no drede. 

That the is fent receve in buxomeneffe •, 

The wraftlyng of this worlde afkith a fall > 

Here is no home, here is but wildirneffe, 

Forthe pilgrim, forthe o beft out of thy ftall, 

Loke up on high, and thanke thy God of all, 
Weivith thy lufte and let thy ghoft the lede. 

And trouthe the fhall delivir, it ’is no drede. 

Balade of the village without paintyng. 

T HIS wretchid world’is tranfmutacion 

As wele and wo, nowe pore, and now honour. 
Without ordir or due difcrecion 
Govirnid is by fortun’is errour, 

But nathelefle the lacke of her favour 

Ne maie not d e me fyng though that I die, 

J’ay tout perdu, mon temps & mon labeur 
For finally fortune 1 doe defie. 

Yet is me left the fight of my refoun 
To knowin frende fro foe in thy mirrour. 

So moche hath yet thy tournyng up and doun, 

I taughtin me to knowin in an hour, 

But truily no force of thy reddour 

To hym that ovir hymfelf hath maiftrie. 

My fuffifaunce yfhal be my fuccour. 

For finally fortune I do defie. 

O Socrates, thou ftedfaft champion. 

She ne might nevir be thy turmentour. 

Thou nevir dreddift her opprefiion, 

Ne in her chere foundin thou no favour. 

Thou knewe wele the difceipt of her colour. 

And that her mofte worfhip is for to lie, 

I knowe her eke a falfe diflimulour. 

Tor finally fortune I do defie. 

The anfwere of Fortune. 

No min is wretchid but hymfelf it wene. 

He that yhath hymfelf hath fuffifaunce, 

Why laieft thou then I am to the fo kene. 

That haft thy felf out of my govirnaunce ? 

Saie thus grant mercie of thin habundaunce. 

That thou haft lent or this, thou flialt not ftrive, 
What woft thou yet how 1 the woll avaunce ? 

And eke th u haft thy befle frende alive. 

I have the taught divilion betwene 

Frende of eftedte, and frende of countinaunce, 

i 


The nedith not the galle of an hine, 

That curith eyin derke for ther penaunce, ^ 

Now feeft thou clere that wer in igneaaunce. 

Yet holt thine anker, and thou maie t anve 
There bountie bereth the icey of my fubftaunce. 

And eke thou hafte thy befte frende alive. 

How many have I refufed to fuftene, 

Sith I have the foftrid in thy plefaunce . 

Wolt thou then make a ftatute on thy quene. 

That I fhall be aie at thine ordinaunce . 

Thou born art in my reign of variaunce. 

About the whele with othir muft thou dri e 
My lore is bet, then wicke is thy grevaunce, 

And eke thou haft thy befte frende alive. 

The anfwere to Fortune. 

Thy lore I dampne, it is adverfitie, „ 

My frend maift thou not revin blind goddeile. 

That I thy frendis knowe I thanke it the. 

Take ’hem again, let ’hem go lie a prefle. 

The nigardis in kepyng ther richefie 

Pronoftike is thou wolt ther toure auailc, 

Wicke appetite cometh aie befoie fickenefle. 

In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 

Fortune. 

Thou pinchift at my mutabilitie. 

For I the lent a droppe of my richefie. 

And now me likith to withdrawin me. 

Why fhouldift thou my roialtie opprefie . 

The fe maie ebbe and flowin more and lefle, 

The welkin hath might to fhine, rain, and hade. 
Right fo muft I kithin my brotilnefle. 

In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 

The Plaintiffe. 

Lo, the’ execucion of the majeftie. 

That all purveighith of his rightwifenefle. 

That fame thyng fortune yclepin ye. 

Ye blinde beftis full of Jeudenefs ! 

The heven hath propirtie of fikirnefs. 

This worlde hath evir reftlefie travaile. 

The laft daie is the ende of myne entrefle. 

In generall this rule ne maie not faile. 

Th’ envoye of Fortune. 

Princes I praie you of your gentilnefie. 

Let not this man and me thus crie and plain. 

And I fhall quitin you this bufmefie. 

And if ye lifte releve hym of his pain, 

Praie ye his beft frende of his noblenefle 
That to fome bettir ftate he maie attain. 

Lydgate was a monk of Bury, who wrote about the 
fame time with Chaucer. Out of his prologue to his 
third book of the Fall of Princes a few ftanzas are fe- 
ledted, which, being compared with the ftyle of his two 
contemporaries, will fhow that our language was then 
not written by caprice, but was in a fettled ftate. 


l iv n, a pugnme wmen tnat goetn on roote, 
■ L/ And hath none horfe to releue his trauayle, 
Whote, drye and wery, and may find no bote 
Of wel cold whan thruft doth hym afiayle. 

Wine nor licour, that may to hym auayle. 
Tight fo fare I which in my bufinefie. 

No fuccour fynde my rudenes to redrefie. 

I meane as thus, 1 haue no frefh licour 
Out of the conduites of Calliope, 

Nor through Clio in rhethorike no floure. 

In my labour for to refrefh me : 

Nor of the fufters in noumber thrife three. 
Which with Cithera on Parnafo dwell. 

They neuer me gaue drinke once of their wel. 

Nor of theyr fpringes clere and chriftaline, 
That lprange by touchyng of the Pegafe, 

Their fauour lacketh my making ten lumine 
I fynde theyr bawme of fo great fcarcitie. 

To tame their tunnes with lome drop of plentie 
For Poliphemus throw his great blindnes, 

Hath in me derked of Argus the hrightnes. 
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